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THE CIRCULAR 


Is an exponent of Bible C i It ad tes the Re- 
tigion of the Bible, and the Socialism of the Primitive Church. 

It recognizes the fact that the Kingdom of Heaven, as for 
ages prayed for, is now actually coming into the world, and it 
will look for its presence in every field of action. 

It will embrace within its scope whatever is progressive and 
inspiring in Science, Literature, Art, and the News of the 
World, and will aim to interpret all events from a spiritual point 
of view, and in their relations to the great Providential move- 
ment of the times. 

It is offered to those who desire it, as the Gospel is, without 
money and without price, or at One Dollar a year to those 
who prefer to pay. 

Specimen numbers will be forwarded to those requesting 
them. Any subscriber wishing to discontinue his paper, should 
return us a copy with his name and residence written upon it, 
and the simple order, ‘‘ Discontinue.” 

Aldress ‘* THE CIRCULAR, Oneida, N. Y.” 
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The Oneida Community: 
Where and What it is. 


—The Community consists of about 220 members, 
comprising men, women, youth and children, nearly 
in equa! proportions. They owr 386 acres of land, 
in the towns of Lenox and Vernon, State of New 
York ; Post Office address, Oneida, N.Y. For an 
account of their manufactures and productions, 
see a card in the next column. 

—The Community has been established here about 
fifteen years, and is self-supporting. There isa 
branch community located at Wallingford, Conn., 
which is also self-supporting. 

—The members of the Community hold, among 
their distinguishing points of belief, that Christ 
offers himself to the world, as a perfect savior 
from sin; that his Second Coming took place 
at the close of the Apostolic age; that the King- 
dom of Heaven then founded in the invisible 
world is now extending itself into visible hu- 
manity ; that all good and evil are the results of 
spiritual agency, and hence, that faith is the best 
medicine for both soul and body; that the age of 
miracles is not past, &c. For a full statement of 
their religious views, and the arguments therefor, 
see the Berean, a book published by the Community. 


—The social organization is that of entire Com- 
munism like that of the day of Pentecost, when ‘ no 
man said that aught of the things that he possessed 
was his own, but they had all things common.’ 

—For its government, the Community has no for- 
mal constitution, code of laws, or officership, but de- 
pends on the maintenance of a good spirit, the se- 
curing of a vitar. organization, like that which 
animates the human body, and on the exercise 
of FREE CRITICISM on the partof all its mem- 
berg. Those persons who are the most spiritual 
secure the most confidence, and consequently have 
the most influence, whoever they are. Joun H. 
Noyes, as the medium by which these truths have 
been mainly developed in this age, is respect- 
ed as a true leader. In business, those per- 
sons whose attractions and capacities fit them 
for posis of responsibility are sought out and 
placed in charge of the different departments. 

—The object of the Community is to live a true 
life, setting forth in all their relations the principles 
and spirit of what they believe to be resurrection 
society. They consider themselves members and 
gubjects of the Kingdom of Heaven, and their social 
innovations but as parallel movements with tele- 
graphing and railroading in the department of out- 
ward communication. They do not profess to 
have arrived at perfect results yet in many re- 
spects. How far they have attained is open 
to the inspection of all sincere and well-behaved 
people who will take painsto read their writings, 
understand their principles, and make known their 
wish for a personal visit at the Community. 

—-Tue Crrcutar is our weekly organ, and is of- 
fered on such terms as make it accessible to every 
one. Those who receive its spirit. and bave the 
ability to do so, will deal generously with the Com- 
munity in sharing its expense, and contributing to 
its usefulness. To the poor it is offered as a gift 

The following may serve as a condensed formula ot 

PRINCIPLES AND MEASURES. 

The Kingdom of Heaven, established by Christin the 
interior sphere at his Second Coming, A. D. 70. 
Unity of all believers in this world and in Hades, 

with the Kingdom in the Heavens. 

Resurrecticn of the Spirit. by the faith and confes- 
sion of Christ, abolishing Sin and Selfishness. 

Resurrection of the Body, as a sequence of the fore- 
going, overcoming Disease, renewing Youth, and 
abolishing Death. 

Community of Property of all kinds, with Inspira- 
tion tor distribution. 

— togetherin Association, or Complex Fami- 

ies. 

Home Churches and Home Schools. 

Meetings every Evening. 

Lord’s Supper at every Meal. . 

Free Criticism the Regulator of Society. 

Horticulture the leading business for subsistence. 

A Daily Press, divorcedfromw Mammon, and devo- 

ted to God. 





Che @ncida Community, 


ONEIDA, N. Y., 





MANUFACTURERS OF 
Steel Traps, of six different sizes, suitable 
tor all kinds of trapping. 


Traveling-Bags, of various materials and 
the latest improved styles. 


Mop-handles, with malleable iron heads, 
Strawberry-boxes, &c. 


Preserved Fruits, put up in glass "quart 
Jars, securely sealed and warranted. 





DEALERS IN 


SEWING-SILKS, 


A full assortment of which for the supply of country 
orders is generally on hand. 





Orders for the above, accompanied by cash or re- 
ference, will be carefully attended to, and the arti- 
cles shipped to any part of the country. 

Address “ONEIDA COMMUNITY, 
Oneida, N. Y.” 








Publications. 


THE BEREAN; A Manual for the help of those 
who seek the Faith of the Primitive Church: an 
octavo volume of 500 pages.—By J. H. Novgs. 
Price, $1,50. 

The Bereancontains free, outline discussions of the great 
Religious topics of interest: Salvation from Sin, The New 
Birth. The Second Coming. Resurrection, Origin of Evil.Our 
Relationsto the Heavenly Church, Abolition of Death.Con- 
densation of Life, &c.. &c.—treated strictly according to 
Bibleevidences. but developing many new and interesting 
conclusions.differing widely from those of the old Theology. 
All who wish to understand Biser Communism—its constitu- 
tional basis, and prospects of should int them- 
selves with the contents of this book. 


BIBLE COMMUNISM; A Oompilation from the 


Annual Reports and other publications of the 
Oneida Community and its branches; presenting, 
inconnection with their History, asummary view 
oftheir Religiousand Social Theories. 128 pages, 
octavo. Price, 50 cts. 








SALVATION FROM SIN; Explained and de- 
fended by J.H. Noyrs. Pamphlet, 6} cts. 


7" Past Volumes of the Circular can be fur- 
nished to order; and any of the above Publication 
may besent by mail to all parts of the country. 
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From the Atlantic Monthly. 
Happiest Days. 
Concluded. 








This whole way of vicwing childhood, this 
regretful retrospect of its vanished joys, this 
infatuated apotheosis of doughiness and rank 
unfinish, this fearful looking-for of dread old 
age, is low, gross, material, utterly unworthy 
of a sublime manhood, utterly false to Christ- 
ian truth. Childhood is preéminently the avi- 
mal stage of existence. The baby is a beast, 
—a very soft, teuder, caressive beast,—a beast 
full of promise,—-a beast with the germ of’ an 
angel,—but a beast still. A week-old baby 
gives no more sign of intelligence, of love, of 
ambition, or hope, or fear, or passion, or pur- 
pose, than a week-old monkey, and is not 
half so frisky and funny. In fact, it is a pu- 
ling, scowling, wretched, dismal, desperate- 
looking animal. It is only as it grows old that 
the beast gives way and the angel-wings bud, 
and all along through infancy and childhood 
the beast vives way, and gives way, aud the an- 
gel-wings bud and bud ; and yet we entertain our 
angel so unawares that we look back regret- 
fully to the time when the angel was in abey- 
ance and the beast raved regnant. 

The only advantage which childhood has 
over mauhood is the absence of forboding, and 
this indeed is much. A large part of our suf- 
fering is anticipatory, much of which children 
are spared. The present happiness is clouded 
for them by no shadowy possibility ; but for 
this small indemnity shall we offset the glory 
of our manly years ? Because their narrowness 





cannot take in the contingencies that threaten 


peace, are they blessed above all others ?— 
Does not the same narrowness cut them off 
from the bright certainty that underlies all 
doubts and fears? If ignorance is bliss, man 
stands at the summit of mortal misery, and 
the scale of happiness is a descending one. 
We must go down into the ocean-depths, 
where, for the scintillant soul, a dim, twilight 
instinct lights up gelatinous lives. If child- 
hood is indeed the happiest period, then the 
mysterious God-breathed breath was no boon 
and the Deity is cruel. Immortality were well 
exchanged for the blank of annihilation. 

There is infinite talk of the dissipated illu- 
sions of youth, the paling of bright, young 
dreams. Life, it is said, turns out to be dif- 
ferent from what was pictured. The rosy- 
hued morning fades away into the gray and 
livid evening, the black and ghastly night.— 
In especial cases it may be so, but I do not 
believe it is the general experience. It sure- 
ly need not be. It should not be. I have 
found things a great deal better than I expec- 
ted. Iam but one ; but with all my oneness, 
with all that there is of me, I protest against 
such shallow generalities. I think they are 
slanderous of Him who ordained life, its pro- 
cesses and its vicissitudes. He never made 
our dreams to ontstrip our realizations. Every 
conception, brain-born, has its execution, 
hand-wrought. Life is nota paltry tin cup 
which the child drains dry, leaving the man 
to go weary and hopeless, quaffing at it in vain 
with black, parched lips. It is a fountain ever 
springing. It is a great deep, which the 
wisest has never bounded, the grandest never 
fathomed. . 

It is not only idle, but stupid to lament the 
departure of childhood’s joys. It is as if some- 
thing precious and valued had been forcibly 
torn from us, and we go sorrowing for lost 
But these things fall off from us 
We are 


treasure. 
naturally ; we do not give them up. 
never called upon to give them up. There is 
no pang, no sorrow, no wrenching away ofa 
part of our lives. The baby lies in his cradle 
and plays with his fingers and toes. There 
comes an hour when his fingers and toes no 
longer afford him amusement. He has at- 
tained to the dignity of a rattle, a whip, 
a ball. Has he suffered a Joss? Has he 
not rather made a great gain? When he 
passed from his tves to his toys, did he do it 
mournfully ? Does he look at his little feet 
and hands with a sigh for the joys that once 
loitered there, but are now forever gove ? Does 
he not rather feel a little ashamed, when you 
remind him of those days? Does he not feel 
that it trenches somewhat on his dignity ? Yet 
the regret of maturity for its past joys amounts 
to nothing less than this. Such regret is regret 
that we cunnot lie in the sunshine and play 
with our toes,——that we are no longer but cne 
remove, or but few removes from the idiot.—— 
Away with such folly! Every season of life 
has its distinctive and appropriate enjoyments, 
which bud and blossom ané ripen and fall off 
as the season glides on to its close, to be suc- 
cecded by others better and brighter. There 
is no consciousness of loss, for there is no loss. 
There is only a growiog up, and out of, and 
beyond. 

Life does turn out differently from what 
was anticipated. It is an infinitely higher and 
holier and nobler thing than our childhood fan- 
cied. The world that lay before us then was 
but a tinsel toy to the world which our firm 


‘feet tread. We have entered into the undis- 


covered land. We have explored its ways of 
pleasantness, its depths of dole, its mountains 
of difficulty, its valleys of delight, and, behold! 
itis very good. Storms have swept fiercely, 
but they swept to purify. We have heard iu 








its thunders the Voice that woke once the ech- 





oes of the Garden. Its lightnings have riven 
a path for the Angel of Peace. 

Manhood discovers what childhood can nev- 
er divine,—that the sorrows of life are super- 
ficial, and the happiness of life structural ; 
and this knowledge alone is enough to give a 
peace which passeth understanding. 

Yes, the dreams of youth were dreams, but 
the waking was more glorious than they. They 
were only dreams,—fitful, flitting, fragmenta- 
ry visions of the coming day. The shallow 
joys, the capricious pleasures, the wavering 
sunshine of infancy have deepened into virtues, 
graces, heroisms. We have the bold outlook 
of calm, self-confident courage, the strong for- 
titude of endurince, the imperial magnificence 
of self-denial. Our hearts expand with benev- 
olence, our lives broaden with beneficence.—- 
We cease our perpetual skirmishing at the out- 
posts, and go inward to the citadel. Down in- 
to the secret places of life we descend. Down 
among the beautiful ones in the cool and quiet 
shadows, on the sunny summer levels, we 
walk securely, and the hidden fountains are 
unsealed. 

For those people who do nothing, for those 
to whom Christianity brings no revelation, for 
those who see no eternity in time, no infinity 
in life, for those to whom opportunity is but 
the handmaid of selfishness, to whom smallness 
is informed by no greatness, for whom the 
lowly is never lified up by indwelling love to 
the hights of divine performance,—for them, 
indeed, each hurrying year may well bea 
King of Terrors. To pass out from the flood- 
ing light of the morning, to feel all the dewi- 
ness drunk up by the tirsty, insatiate sun, to 
see the shadows slowly and swiftly gathering, 
and no starlight to break the gloom, and no 
home beyond the gloom for the unhoured, 
startled, shivering soul,—-ah! this indeed is 
terrible. The “‘ confusions of a wasted youth’’ 
strew thick confusions of a dreary age.— 
Where youth garners up only such power as 
beauty or strength may bestow, where youth 
is but the revel of physical or frivolous delight, 
where youth aspires only with paltry and igno- 


ble ambitions, where youth presses the wine of 


life into the cup of variety, there indeed Age 
comes, a thrice unwelcome guest. Put him off. 
Thrust him back. Weep for the early days: 
you have found no happiness to replace their 
joys. Mourn for the trifles that were innocent, 
since the trifles of your manhood are heavy 
Fight to the last. Retreat inch 
by inch. Witb every step you lose. Every 
day robs you of treasure. Every hour pas- 
ses you over to insignificance; and at the 
end stands Death. The bare and desolate 
decline drops suddenly into the hopeless, dread- 
ful grave, the black and yawning grave, the 
foul and loathsome grave. 

But why those who are Christians and not 
Pagans, who believe that death is not an eter- 
nal sleep, who wrest from life its uses and gath- 
er from life its beauty,--why they should dally 
along the road, and cling frantically to the 
old landmarks, and shrink fearfully from the 
approaching future, I cannot tell. You are 
getting into years. True. But you are get- 
ting out again. The bowed frame, the totter- 
ing step, the unsteady hand, the failing eye, 
the heavy ear, the tremulous voice, they will 
all be yours. The grasshopper will become a 
burden, and desire shall fail. The fire shall 
be smothered in your heart, and for passion 
you shall have only peace. ‘1his is not pleas- 
ant. It is never pleasant to feel the inevitable 
passing away of priceless possessions. If this 
were to be the culmination of your fate, you 
might indeed take up the wail for your lost 
youth. But this is only fora moment. The 
infirmities of age come gradually. Gently we 
are led down into the valley. Slowly, and not 


with guilt. 
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without a soft loveliness, the shadows lengthen. 
At the worst. these weaknesses are but the 
stepping-stones in tae river, passing over which 
you shall come to immortal vigor, immortal 
fire, immortal] beauty. All along the western 
sky flames and glows the auroral light of an- 
The banner of victory waves right 
By the golden 


other life. 
over your dungeon of defeat. 
gateway of the sunsetting, 

‘. Through the dear might of Him who walked the 

waves,” 

you shall pass into the “ cloud-land, gorgeous 
land,”? whose splendor is unveiled only to the 
eyes of the Immortals. Would you loiter to 
your inheritance ? 

You are “getting into years.” Yes, but 
the years are getting into you—the ripe, rich 
years, the genial, mellow years, the lusty, lus- 
cious years. Que by one the crudities of your 
youth are falling off from you—the vanity, the 
egotism the isolation, the bewilderment, the 
uncertainty. Nearer and nearer you are ap- 
proaching yourself. - You are consolidating 
your forces. You are becoming master of the 
situation. Every wrong road into which you 
have wandered has brought you, by the knowl- 
edge of that mistake, so much closer to the 
truth. You no longer draw your bow ata 
venture, but shoot straight at the mark.— 
Your possibilities concentrate, and your path 
is cleared. On the ruins of shattered plans 
you find your vantage-ground. Your broken 
hopes, your thwarted purposes, your defeated 
aspirations become a staff of strength with 
which you mount to sublimer hights. With 
self-possession and self-command, return the 
possession and the command of all things. 
The title-deed of creation, forfeited, is re- 
claimed. The king has come to his own again. 
Earth and sea and sky pour out their largess 
All the past crowds dow. to lay its 
Patriotism stands 


of love. 
treasures at your feet. 
once more in the breach at Thermopylae— 
bears down the serried hosts of Bannockburn 
—lays its calm hand in the fire, still, as if it felt 
the pressure of a mother’s lips—gathers to its 
heart the points of opposing spears, to make a 
way for the avenging feet behind. All that 
the ages have of greatness and glory, your 
hand may pluck, and every year adds to the 
purple virtage. Kvery year comes laden with 
the riches of the lives that were lavished on it. 
Every year brings to you softness and sweet- 
ness and strength. Every year evokes order 
from confusion, till all things find scope and 
adjustment. Every year sweeps a broader 
cirele for your horizon, grooves a deeper chan- 
nel for your experience. Through sun and 
shade and shower you ripen to a large and lib- 
eral life. 

Yours is the deep joy, the unspoken fervor, 
the sacred fury of the fight. Yours is the 
power to redress wrong, to defend the weak, to 
succor the needy, to relieve the suffering, to 
confound the oppressor. While vigor leaps in 
great tidal pulses along your veins, you stand 
in the thickest of the fray, and broad-sword 
and battle-axe come crashing down through 
helmet and visor. When force has spent. it- 
self, you withdraw from the field, your wea- 
pons pass into younger hanes, you rest under 
your laurels, and your works do follow you. 
Your badges are the scars of your honorable 
wounds. Your life finds its vindication in the 
deeds which you have wrought. ‘The possible 
to-morrow has become the secure yesterday. 
Above the tumult and the turbulenve, above 
the struggle and the doubt, you sit in the se- 
rene evening, awaiting your promotion. 

Come, then, O dreaded years! Your brows 
are awful, but not with frowns. [ hear your 
resonant tramp far off, but it is sweet as the 
May-maiden’s song. In your grave prophetic 


me, but I shall go on from strength to strength 
and from glory to glory. 





Christmas Hymn. 
BY REV. E. H. SEARS, 





Calm on the listening ear of night 
Come heaven’s melodious strains, 

Where wild Judea stretches far 
Her silver-mantled plains ! 


Celestial choirs, from courts above, 
Shed sacred glories there ; 

And angels, with their sparkling lyres, 
Make music on the air. 


The answering hills of Palestine 
Send back the glad reply : 

And greet from all their holy hights, 
The day spring from on high. 


O’er the blue depths of Galilee 
There comes a holier calm, 

And Sharon waves, in solemn praise, 
Her silent groves of palm. 

‘** Glory to God!” the sounding skies 
Loud with their anthems ring :— 

** Peace to the earth—good will to men, 
From heaven’s Eternal King !” 

Light on thy hills, Jerusalem ! 
The Savior now is born ! 

And bright on Bethlehem’s joyous plains 
Breaks the first Christmas morn. 
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ONEIDA, JANUARY 


To our Readers and Subscri= 
bers. 





We have purchased a supply of paper for the 
Circular the coming year. Owing to the great 
rise in the price of all kinds of printing paper 
during the past two months, it has cost us 
much more than usual. The fifty reams 
bought cost $360, about one-third more than 
sixty reams purchased a year ago. On the 
other hand our receipts from friends and 
subscribers have been less during the past year 
than usual, amounting to only $210. For sev- 
eral years past our receipts have about paid for 
the white paper we use. This year, it will be 
seen, they fall short of this about $150. 

In connection with this we will state that we 
have decided to get new type for the next vol- 
ume of the Circular. This will involve an 
outlay of some $300 more. 

We allude to these facts, not for the purpose 
of making any demand upon the subscribers and 
the readers of the Circular for pecuniary aid, 
but to let them know our situation, and to give 
them an opportunity to share according to their 
ability and disposition in its support. The 
Circular is a free paper—given freely to all 
who ask for it. No accounts are kept with our 
subscribers. We simply make a reeord of 
what we receive. Those who prefer to pay do 
so. There are no demands made, no bills pre- 
sented for collection. But while this is true, 
and while it is our purpose that it shall con- 
tinue to be true, should not those who receive 
the paper, who are interested in it and sympa- 
thize with the truth it teaches, the life it advo- 
cates, the faith upon which it is founded, share 
according to their ability in the expense of its 
publication ? Should they not consider them- 
selves partners having the same interest that 
we have in tke publication of a paper devoted 
to the Sovereignty of Jesus Christ ¢ If they de- 
sire that the circulation of the paper should be 
increased, and its influence extended, should 
they not share its burdens? We do not 
decide these questions. They are merely 
suggestions for our friends to consider. We 
know there are some of our subscribers who feel 
thus, and their valuable aid and sympathy are 
appreciated. There are some who contribute, 





eyes I read a golden promise. I know that | 
you bear in your bosom the fullness of my life. 
Veiled monarchs of the future, shining dim : 
and beautiful, you shall become my vassals, | 
awift-footed to bear my messages, swift-handed | 
to work my will. Nourished by the nectar 
which you will pour in passing from your crys- | 
tal cups, Death shall have no dominion over | 


liberally to the support of the paper, and whom 
we could not ask to do more. One outside 
brother has already contributed very generous- 
ly towards the proposed new type. 5 

The project of a Free Press, as any ove can 
see who is interested in it, is one of public in- 
terest. It is oue which should stir the heart of 


























the prospect of a sure reward. We believe 
there is no business which men can devote 
themselves to, which will bring better or mor> 
enduring returns than that of publishing the 
Gospel of Christ, free and without price. In 
the age of Holiness and Communism that is 
coming they will receive abundant dividends. 











Thoughts about Death. 





As faithful students of the Bible, we believe 
that the time is coming when death, in form as 
well as in substance, will be abolished. The pre- 
dictions and promises of Scripture, we think, are 
explicit on that point. How this consummatiun 
is to be brought about, we are perhaps not to ex- 
pect to understand in its minutiz only so fast as 
God, by his teachings and providential leadings 
shall show us. Nevertheless it is right for us to 
study the subject in a spirit of faith, believing 
that all necessary knowledge and power are giv- 
en us to enable us to advance continually towards 
that victory. 

The great aim and end of the gospel is to pro 
duce perfect unity—the perfect condensation of 
our life in Christ, and in each other—a condition 
in which the strength of each and all may be con- 
centrated at any point of the body and repel any 
attack that may be made. Death has power over 
our bodies by virtue of the fact that he is able to 
take them separately and match his whole crush- 
ing power against that of the individual. Of 
course, in such a contest he is victorious as far as 
our bodies are concerned. 


It is evident that sickness and death can be ef- 
fectually resisted only by the concentration of 
power that grows out of this unity. How many 
of us have stood by the bedside of the sick or the 
dying, and felt the most earnest desire to place 
ourselves in a position where we could help bear 
the burden under which the afflicted one was stag- 
gering, and so relieve him from its crushing 
weight. It is clear enough from the following pas- 
sage, that it was in this way that Christ overcame 
disease and death: ‘When the even was come, 
they brought unto him many that were possessed 
with devils; and he cast out the spirits with lis 
word, and healed all that were sick ; that it might 
be‘fulfilled which was spoken by Esaias the proph- 
et: Himself took our infirmities and bare our 
sicknesses, 

We infer from this passage, Firstly, that Christ 
had within himself so powerful and at the same 
time such delicate human sympathies, that he was 
able in his spirit to enter into the innermost re- 
cesses of another person where evil spirits or dis- 
ease might hide themselves; second:y, that he 
was by this means enabled to take upon himself 
the burden of the evil; thirdly, that he was able 
by his mighty power to throw it off. This pro- 
cess of entering into sympathy was evidently as- 
sisted by the faith of the individual to be healed ; 
Christ appealed to it, asking, “ Believe ye that 
I am able to dothis?’ Moreover, he could 
not do many mighty works in his own coun- 
try at one time, because of their unbelief. From 
all this, we conclude that the abolition of death is 
the natural outgrowth of that faith on the one 
hand, which unites us to the death-proof power of 
Christ, and of that love and unity on the other 
hand, which shall enable us to enter into such in- 
timate fellowship with each other, that the 
strength of all can at any time be concentrated at 
any point where disease may make an attack. 

In numerous instances (as will readily occur to 
the Bible-stude>t) the body of Christ is compared 
to and illustrated by the human body. For in- 
stance: “ We are members of his [Christ’s] body, 
of his flesh and of his bones.” “ Yeare members one 
of another” &c. If it is true, then, that the human 
bedy is so good a figure of the church, the body of 
Christ, then it follows that the laws of health 
which govern the human body may serve as an 
index or illustration of the spiritual laws which 
govern the body of Christ. Perhaps there ts no 
law affecting our bodies, more manifest than that 
of the “ vis medicatrix natura,’ which immedi- 
ately concentrates the vital powers to resist the 
inroads of disease, or of any foreign element that 
threatens their destruction. he limit of this recu- 
perative force is to be found only in its own weak- 
ness. This power in fallen human nature cannot 
cope with death. Not so with the vis medicatriz 
nature of the body of Christ. That is a death- 
proof power as has becn abundantly proved. It 
remains then for us only to fully apprehend this 
power, to identify our bodies as well as our spir- 
its with the great body of Christ, in order to 
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‘Wallingford, Jan., 1863. 





Late News. 





Important Union Victory in Arkansas. 
The following dispatch tells its own story : 
Mempuis, Jan. 14. 
Major-Gen. H. W. Halleck : 
The following dispatch is just received : 


HeapquartTers ARMY OF THE MississIPPI, 
Post or Arkansas, Jan. 11. 


To Major Gen. U. S. Grant: I have the bonor 
to report that the forces under my command at- 
tacked the Post of Arkansas to-day et 1 o’clock, 
having stormed the enemy’s works. We took a 
large number prisuners, variously estimated at 
from 7,000 to 10,000, together with all bis stores 
animals and munitions of war. Rear Admiral 
David D. Porter, commanding the Mississippi 
squadron, effectively and brilliantly codperated in 
accomplishing this complete success. Joxn A. 
McC.ernanp, Major-General Commanding. 

U. S. Grant, Major-General. 
Rebel Operations in Tennessee, 


The Rebels under Forrest are making havoc of 
Union supplies en route up the Cumberland river. 
Five steamers and a gunboat, as convoy, have 
been captured and burned. The Rebels treated 
the prisoners with the greatest barbarity, strip- 
ping them of their clothing and paroling them al- 
most naked. The colored captives were treated 
with shameful cruelty. Several bridges on the 
Louisville and Nashville Railroad have been de- 
stroyed, cutting off communication with Rose- 
crans’ army for some time. The Rebels hope by 
these measures to seriously embarrass Rosecrans’ 
movements. 

French Intrigues in Texas. 

It appears on the evidence of Rebel dispatches 
recently captured in a vessel attempting to run 
the ulockade ac Charleston, that the Consular 
agents of France have been using their influence 
in Texas to effect the iso!ation of that State from 
the South, and its establishment as a separate na- 
tionality. The gvidence is so direct that on the 
strength of it the Rebel government perempto- 
rily ordered the French Consuls at Galveston and 
Richmond out of the Confederacy. There seems 
to be no doubt that agents of the French Govern- 
ment have been industriously preparing the way 
for the creation of a weak government between 
Mexico and the United States. The fact is highly 
important as affording an interpretation of the 
designs of France in her invasion of Mexico. 
French Operations in Mexico. 

In Congress, the following concurrent resolu- 

tions were presented on Monday by Mr. McDou- 
gall: 
Resolved, That the present attempt to subju- 
gate the Republic of Mexico to her authority by 
armed force, is a violation of the established rules 
of international law, and that it is, moreover, a 
violation of the faith of France, pledged by the 
treaty made at London on the first vi October, 
1861, between the allied governments of Spain, 
France and England, and communicated to this 
government over the signatures of the represent- 
atives of the allied powers, by the letter of the 
30th of November, 1861, and particularly and 
repeatedly assured to this government, through 
its Minister at the Court of France. 

Resolved, further, That the attempt to subject 
the Republic of Mexico to French authority, is 
an act not merely unfriendly to this government, 
but to free institutions everywhere, and is regard- 
ed not only as unfriendly, but as hostile. 

Resolved, further, That it is the duty of this 
Republic to require of the government of France 
that armed forces should be withdrawn from the 
territory of Mexico. 

Resolved, further, That it is the duty and pro- 
per office of this Republic, now and at all times, 
tu lend such aid to the Republic of Mexico as is 
or may be required to prevent the forcible inter- 
position of any of the States of Europe in the 
political affairs of that Republic. 

Resolved, further, That the President of the 
United States cause to be communicated to the 
government of Mexico, the views now expressed 
bv the two houses of Congress, and that he be 
further requested tu cause to be negotiated such 
a treaty, or treaties, between us, the two Repub- 
lics, as will tend to make these views effective. 
On motion of Mr. McDougall, these resolutions 
were laid over till Tuesday next. 

Gen. Butler’s Position in regard to Slavery. 


Gen. Butler, in a speech at Lowell, at a meet- 
ing of reception given him by the citizens of that 
place, thus defined his position in regard to 
Slavery : 


I desire a single word on the question of eman- 
cipation. On that question, you know, I have 
held certain opinions. Those opinions have re- 
ceived, in some degree, correction. I have views 
to offer which I think will commend themselves 
to the judgment of every one of you. 








every believer in Christ with enthusiasm—one 


fully realize the compiete victory over death which 





Ig there a man here who doubts that some 








rv ws ww @ 


teachers, officers and privates (friendly to the 





THE CIRCULAR. 


199 


ee 








NS Se ee 


time or other, in the providence of God, the ne- 
gro is to be free—and that some day the pro- 
tection of the laws will be extended over him, 
and that he will become free? No man doubts 
that, and all desire to guard against the evils 
that may arise from that change, and which _can 
not be made without disorganizing our political 
system. It is my opinion that all this has been 
sent upon the nation for souie creat object ; and 
it is my opinion that it will be easier at this time 
to settle this question than to leave it to be set- 
tled hereafter. 

Is it not evident toevery mind, that the day 
and hour have come when all men, so far as this 
country is concerned—and it is the last refuge of 
Slavery on the globe—shall be in political rights 
free and equal, as they were declared by the 
Declaration of Independence? [Applause.] 
Let no man be concerned about the question of 
social equality. They will be just so far equal 
as God has made them equal, and no more and 
noless. Take care lest we be found fighting 
against God. If He has not made them our 
equals, they will not be our equals. But He has 
made them free. God willed them free. God 
will have them free. And let his will be done! 


New Year’s Day at Port Royal, 

The correspondent of the Tribune at Beaufort, 
S. C., Mrs. Frances D. Gage, gives a description 
of the New Year’s ceremomes among the freed- 
men, from which we take the following para- 
graphs : 

New- Year's day of 1863 will be the day of days 
to the ‘United States of America, next to the 
Fourth of July. Henceforth tt will not be simply 
a time of reunions, gentlemanly calls, or wine and 
coffee sippings, for form’s sake, but a day hal- 
lowed by sacred memories, and radiant with the 
grandeur of a great and noble deed, which, with 
one bold dash, has cleansed our country’s flag of 
the darkest stain that ever polluted the escutch- 
eon of a prosperous and Christian nation. 

Nothing has been harder to do, in the Depart- 
ment of the South, at Port Royal and other 1s- 
lands, than to convince the colored people that 
they were free, and that the Government, or 
Yankees, as they call us were in earnest. Christ- 
mas was to most of them asad day. And Gen. 
Saxton, who spares no effort which lies in his 
power to disabuse their minds, and inspire them 
with confidence, issued his proclamation inviting 
the people to assemble at the headquarters of the 
Ist S. C. Vols., on the Ist of January. 


Missionaries, ministers, superintendents and 


blacks), joined heartily in the work. Ten beeves 
were slaughtered and roasted, in true barbecue 
fashion. ‘She word went out far and near, but 
the people were jealous. Mischievous ones told 
them it was a trap to force them into the army; 
others that they were to be gathered on steam- 
boats that would run them te Cuba; other: that 
they were to be got away from their homes and 
sent into exile. 

The day was sublimely beautiful. The old 
year passed into the new with one of the most 
magnificent sunsets human eyes ever looked upon. 
A moonlight so clear and serene as to seem like 
day, followed, and ushered ‘n the new era, cloud- 
less, pure, and genial. At an early hour the peo- 
ple began to arrive at the camp ground, and des- 
pite their fears, thousands were there. 

The exercises were opened by Chaplain Fowler 
of the 1st South Carolina Regiment of Volunteers, 
followed by music from the band of the 8th 
Maine Volunteers. Judge Brisbane of Wisconsin 
was introduced by Col. Higginson as a son of South 
Oarolina, who, twenty-five years ago, on the very 
ground, acknowledged the rights of man, and the 
wrongs of Slavery, by setting all his people free— 
by giving up all of what the world called property 
—for conscience sake. It was meet that he should 
this day read to them the Emancipation Procla- 
mation of Abraham Lincoln, President of the 
United States of America. 

As the noble man took his position on the 
platform, a spontaneous cheer went up from the 
people. With a voice almost choked with emo- 
tion, and yet lofty and far-reaching, that docu- 
ment, which to-day has given liberty to three 
millions, was read, often interrupted by cheers. 

At its close, the Proclamation of Gov. Saxton 
was read; and to know how much the colored 
people, the officers, and all others engaged in the 
Port Royal Mission, love and respect him, one 
should have heard the twelve deafening cheers that 
burst forth from hearts already overflowing with 
gratitude and joy. 

Then came the crowning interest of the day, 
the presentation by the Rev. Mr. French of a 
splendid silk flag, with this inscription embroi- 
dered upon its folds; 

“To the lst South Carolina Regiment. The 
year of Jubilee has come.” 

” This beautiful flag was a gift from Dr. Cheever’s 
Church of New-York City. 

As it passed from the hands of Mr. French, 
whose eloquent address was well fitting the time, 
the negroes struck up the national air: 

“Our Country, ’tis of thee, 
Sweet land of Liberty, 
Of thee we sing.” 

Col. Higginson, who had received the flag, 
stood waiting for his time to reply, with the 
golden tassels in his hands. If he had written 
out a speech it was surely scattered to the four 
winds by this impromptu exercise, as the loud, 
soft, musical voices of hundreds of these men and 
women rolled out over the plain, or hung quiver- 
ing upon the moss of’a magnificent live cak over 





our heads. The aspect was sublime. Tears 


rolied down the cheeks of men as well as women, 
and when the last echoes of that beautiful (now 
moore than ever beautiful) song died away, a burst 
of applause broke forth that was only stayed by 
the uplifted hand of the beloved Colonel of the 
regiment. 

Who shall dare follow the Colonel in his im- 
promptu address, after such an incident? All 
who know his power (and who does not) cap 
imagine better than any pen can repeat it. Then 
came again the deafening applause. 

The Colonel called the sergeant of Company A, 
“Prince Rivers,” and a corporal of another com- 
pany, named Sutton, both black men, and handed 
over the two flags which had been presented, and 
called upon both to speak, which they did with 
great acceptance, frequently interrupted by loud 
cheering. Both are natural orators, and did 
great credit to their race. Company A, com- 
manded by Capt. Trowtrye, is the gallant band 
that has twice been down the coast and met the 
enemy successfully. They have a banner to-day 
with this motto, 

** First in the field, first in the fight, 
We raised the price of sali in Dixie.” 

It will be recollected these men destroyed the 
salt works on the coast of Georgia and Florida. 

Next in order was a short address from Gen. 
Saxton, followed by Judge Stickney of Florida, 
one of the tax commissioners also. Then fol- 
lowed an original poem from the pen of the Gen- 
eral Superintendent Judd, to the tune of the 
“ Red, White and Blue.” 

This was followed by “John Brown” (which 
all the colored people know), thundered forth 
from a thousand voices, which closed the exeicises 
at the stand. The people were dismissed by a 
few witty remarks from the Colonel. The Ist S. 
C.,a well drilled and noble regiment, under the 
command of Col. Iligginson, Lieut. Col. Billings 
of New Hampshire, and Major Strong of New- 
York (I would name every officer, if I could), a 
band of as noble, earnest, and highly moral men, 
as well as efficient, as can be found in any regi- 
ment, North or South, filed away in the directior 
of the savory odurs that came floating on the 
breeze from that point, where ten bovines were 
being roasted, in their pits, and where three hun- 
dred gallons of molasses and water (the favorite 
beverage of the negroes), anda full supply of hard 
bread. awaited the hungry expectants. The peo- 
ple brought their baskets of provisions, also, and 
there was no lack. Thus ended this grand Cele- 
bration of the Emancipation of the Slaves of 
South Carolina. Senator Toombs has not called 
the roll of his slaves under the shadow of Bunker 
Ilill—but Gen. Saxton has proclaimed liberty to 
the human chattels of South Carolina, Georgia, 
and Florida. 


An Oneida Journal. 





A TALK WITH APPLICANTS. 

You wish to join the Community. Have 
you considered well the conditions of such a 
step? Do you realize how much it involves ? 
For what reason do you wish to join us? To 
find a home? If that is all, you had better dis- 
miss the subject from your mind. Your place 
is not here now, however it may be with you 
hereafter. ‘The Community zs a good home. 
We who know what it is and how it compares 
with the isolated, selfish homes of ordinary so- 
ciety, can testify to that. All that there is of 
sweetness and beaaty, the aliment for soul and 
body, which aze implied in the word home, may 
be realized in a true Community. But the 
Community is a good home, not because its 
members came iogether seeking that as their 
end. If there had been no higher motive than 
this, the Community would never have been. 
The Community was organized by men and 
women who were iu dead earnest to know Christ 
and save their souls, and realize God’s kingdom 
in this world. To secure better conditions 
in which to do this and not merely to make a 
comfortable home, was what brought them to- 
gether. I: is what has kept them together, 
and produced all the outward attractions and 
comforts which you see, and which you would 
like to enjoy. And no lower motive will fit 
you to become a member of the Community. 
No lower or less sincere motive will carry you 
through the days of trial which so radical a 
change of life may involve. 

Do you wish to join the Community to find 
pleasant social surroundings and interchange ? 
Such surroundings and interchange are valua- 
ble things ; they.are among the swectest and 
best ministrations to happiness. And the Com- 
taunity is not without them. In fact they are 
among the treasures of Community life. But 


if you would come to the Community merely to. 


seeure these things, we can give you fair warn- 
ing you will not find them. The maa or wo- 
man who seeks merely pleasant social surround- 
ings and interchange, is a pleasure-seeker, and 
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would find the Community, sooner or later, the 
most uncomfortable place in the world. If we 
have secured these things, it is not because we 
have sought them directly, but because we have 
sought union of life with Christ and the great 
social organization in the heavens. ‘*‘ Seek first 
the kingdom of God and his righteousness,” 
says Christ, ‘* and all these things shall be add- 
ed unto you;” and in no other way will you 
get them here. [tis only Christ who can make 
us truly social beings, who can unlock hearts, 
and melt souls into one. Communism and 
pleasure-seeking are incompatible. They are 
fire and water to each other. All Communities 
or Associations which have started with no high- 
er end in view than to merely improve social 
surroundings, and gain material comfort and 
happiness, have failed. And they ever will 
fail. Men who have no higher ends before 
them than these, are selfish men. And you 
might as well try to make a community of wild 
animals as of selfish men. 

But, supposing you to be a sincere person, 
earnestly desiring to save your soul, are you 
ready to know the costs of Community life 
and pay them without demurring? Are you 
ready to sever your relations with those who 
are not in sympathy with Christ? In other 
words, are you ready to let the judgment 
come into your heart and separate you in 
spirit from all connections which are not faith- 
connections? The spirit of the gospel of 
Christ upon which the Community is founded, 
and without which it could not exist for an hour, 
isa spirit of judgment andseparation. ‘ Lam 
come,’’ says Christ, ‘‘ to set a man at variance 
against his father, aud the daughter against 
her mother, and the daughter-in-law against 
her mother-in-law. And a man’s foes shall be 
they of his own household. He that loveth 
father or mother more than me, is not worthy 
of me; and he that joveth son or daughter 
more than me, is not worthy of me. And he 
that taketh not his cross, and followeth after 
me, is not worthy of me. He that findeth his 
life shall lose it; and he that loseth his life 
for my sake, shall find it.” Again, “If any 
man come to me, and hate pot his father, and 
mother, and wife and children, and brethren, 
and sisters, yea and his own life also, he can- 
not be my disciple.” Every word of this is 
true in regard to persons joining the Commu- 
nity. It is useless for persons to attempt to 
join the Community, who are not willing to 
meet these conditions. A man must be x fol- 
lower of Christ—he must be willing to sacrifice 
everything, to be saved. Noman can carry 
his unbelieving, sinful relatives or connections 
into heaven —be they father or mother, wife 
or children, lover or friend. If they will not 
follow him, and seck the same salvation te 
seeks, he must cast them off. The judgment 
must come between him and them, separating 
as with a two-edged sword. You may say 
these are hard conditions of salvation ; but if 
you can find any other way into heaven, you 
are welcome to it. We cannot. We know of 
no way of being saved except by Jesus 
Christ. And we know of no way of being 
saved by him except by forsaking all for him. 
Nor do we know of any way of joining the 
Community except by forsaking all for Christ. 

Therefore if you would join the Community, 
you must be prepared to give up all fellowships 
which are not the result of the Spirit of Christ. 
You must be prepared to separate yourself 
from all past associations, to part with your 
old life by bringing it to the light of criticism 
and judgment. You cannot bring all your 
worldly relations, all your fellowships and 
friends into the Community. You must come 
in simply as. an individual, standing on your 
relations to Christ. 

This standard of purity is absolutely essen- 
tial to the existence of the Community. We 
could, not open our doors and our hearts to. all 
that apply to. join us, simply because they 
profess to like our manner of life, or even a 
liberal sympathy with our views. We must 
koow their personal character, and what their 
relations and fellowships have been, before we 
can extend to them our confidence and love 





Suppose a ferson comes to us, avd asks ad- 
mission into our circle, who has been conneet- 
ed with insincere spirits, who has fraternized 
and fellowshiped all grades of spiritualists and 
infidel reformers, and who is all slimed over 
by contact with them and with spirits back of 
them—-who has been,in fact, what may be 
called a spiritual whoremonger--and we re- 
ceive and fellowship him. Does not every re- 
flecting mind see that we should open our- 
selves to all the corruption of the legions of 
false spirits he has been eofnected with; that 
he becomes a bridge by which they would all 
pass inamong us? Such a course would at 
once corrupt our whole life. We should no 
longer have peace or harmony within, or pros- 
perity without. The whole character of our 
movement would be changed. The end of 
all our purposes—-the attainment of true life 
and the manifestation of a heavenly state of so- 
ciety would be impossible. It was said long 
ago, ‘*Strait is the gate and narrow the way, 
that leadeth unto life.” And if you think us 
narrow-minded this statement of Christ must 
be our answer. If you ean afford to open your 
heart and the fountains of your life to all the 
spiritual guerillas, and border ruffians, and in- 
sincere marauders of society and the spiritual 
world, you cannot have our fellowship and 
confidence ; though we may pity you, and stand 
ready to help you to the utmost of our power 

How help you? As we have helped each 
other—to be sincere. 

One of the first things fora person to do 
who would join the Community is to thorough- 
ly expose and bring to the light his past life— 
go into historical criticism. To know you we 
must know your, past life. You are to-day 
what your past life has. made you, and your 
past life has been made by your fellowships and 
associations. If these have been sincere, pure 
and upward ; if they have been insincere, loose 
descending ; if they have been a mixture 
of both-—whatever they may have been--they 
have had a definite effect on the quality of your 
life and spirit, and to know yourself and to let 
others know y 2u, you must !ook them squarely iu 
the face and expose them. You cannot cover 
them up; thcir effects will be manifest ; and 
those whom you meet will feel them; and the 
clear eye of spiritual discernment about you 
will sooner or latér see them, and bring them 
to the light. Sooner or later you must meet 


the ordeal of judgment— must clear vourself of 


your old life and thus open. your heart to the 
new life of Christ and the Heavenly Chureh 
Until you do this we cannot have full confi- 
dence in you, and without confidence there can 
be no satisfactory fellowship, It is only as we 
know a person, only as we see the quality of 
their spirits, only as we are persuaded of their 
earnestnesy of purpose and purity of commun- 
ion, that we can Jove them. And there can 
be no better test of a man’s earnestness and 
sincerity of purpose than historical criticism 
and self-clearanee. 

Finally do you come seeking te kingdom 
of heaven? and do you recognize in the Com- 
munity the spirit of that kingdom, and the be- 
ginniag of its manifestation in this world 7—- 
This, at last, is the question. If you are seek- 
ing less than this, and if you do not see the 
beginnings of this in the Community—the 
germ of a heavenly and true life—you will not 
be likely to effect a true union with us. You 
may say this is assuming a great deal. But it 
is not. It is only asking that you shall be de- 
voted to the-same objects to which we are de- 
voted. And we know by abundant experienc: 
that any lower view of our movement than this, 
will fail to make a person contented, happy 
and improving among us. 

We have not said these things to discourage 
any sincere friends, but to help them, and 
clear the way to frank relations with all. They 
are demonstrations of experience, proved by 
abundant facts. _The Community will stand 
or fall according to its relations to Christ and 
the Primitive Church, and its relations te 
them must determine its relations to those out- 
side of it. It is not dependent on increase of 
numbers for success or permanance, but on 
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the quality of its life and the purity of its fel- 
lowships. " 





Depanture.—Jared H. Allen, youngest son of 
our associates Mr. and Mrs. Allen, died at Wal- 
ingford on the 8th inst., aged 21. The imme- 
diate cause of his death was inflamation of the 
bowels, brought on by over exertion. His depar- 
ture was peaceful and happy and with the assur- 
ance of union with Christ. Though we shall miss 
him as a young and beloved brother, we bid bim 
adieu with trust, &nowing that he is in tne 
keeping of him who is Lord of the dead and of 
the living, and who is Faithfu! and True. 


COMMUNICATIONS. 











Gifts. 

Lavater says that * The manner of giving, shows 
the character of the giver, more than che gift it- 
self. There is a princely manner of giving, and a 
royal manner of accepting.” Butis this general- 
ly received maxim in all its senses truce? Let us 
examine a little. And now that Christmas and 
New Year ave at safe distance, and one can speak 
without suspicion of personality, suppose we have 
a word or so as to Holiday and other gifts. It 
in said that the world is in a state of bankruptcy ; 
that the world owes the world more than the 
world can pay, and ought to go into Chancery and 
be sold. But I do not think this general insolv- 
ency, which involves in some sort all the popu- 
lation, the reason of the difficulty annually or 
oftener experienced in bestowing gifts ; since it is 
always so pleasant to be generous, but very vex- 
atious to pay debts. But the difficulty lies in 
the object of chuosing. For if at any time it 
comes to me with force, that a present is due 
from me to somebody, I am puzzled what to 
give, until the opportunity is gone. Flowers and 
fruits are always fit presents. Flowers, because 
they are a proud assertion thata ray of beauty 
cutvalues all the utilities of the world; and 
fruits because they are the flower of commodities, 
and at once admit of fantastic valnes being at- 
tached to them. Ifa man should send to me to 
come a hundred miles to visit him, and should 
set before me a basket of fine summer fruit, I 
should think there was some proportion between 
the labor and the reward. For common gifts, 
necessity makes pertinenvies and beauty every 
day, and one is thankful when an imperative 
leaves him no option, since if the man at the 
door has no shoes, you have not to think whether 
you could procure him a paint-box! And as it is 
always pleasing to seo a man eat bread or drink 
water in the house or out of doors, so it is always 
agreat satisfaction tu supply these first wants. Ne- 
cessity does everything well. Also, I have heard 
a friend say, that the true rule for a gift was, to 
cunvey to some person that which properly be- 
longed to their character, and was early associa- 
ted with them in thought. But, unfortunately, 
too oft our tokens of compliment and love, are 
for the most part barbarous. Rings and jewels 
are not gifts, but mere apologies for gifts. The 
only true gift is a portion of thyself. Thou must 
bleed for me. Therefore the poet. brings his _po- 
em; the shepherd his lamb; the farmer, corn; 
the miner, stone; the painter, his picture; the 
girl, a handkerchief of her own sewing. This is 
right—and we feel a profound pleasure, for it re- 
stores society, in so far to its primary basis, when 
man’s biography is conveyed in his gift, and 
every man’s wealth is an index of hismerit. But 
it is a cold, lifeless business when you go into 
shops to buy me something which does not rep- 
resent vour life and talents to me, but only a 
goldsmith’s. This is fit for kings, and vich men 
who represent kings and a false state of property, 
to make presents of gold and silver stuffs, as a 
kind of symbolical sin-offering and payment of 
tribute. But this matter of gifts is delicate, and 
requires careful sailing in rude boats. It is not 
the office of a man to receive gifts. How dare 
you then make them? We ask to be self sus- 
tained—nothing else—nothing less! We hate 
to receive a gift. We hate the hand that feeds 
us. We can receive anything from love, for that 
is a way of receiving it from ourselves, but not 
from any one who assumes tu bestow. We hato 
the animal food which we eat, because there 
seems something of degrading dependence in 
living by it. 

‘*Brother! if Jove to thee a present make, 

Take heed. that from his hands thou nothing take.” 
We ask all—nothing less will content us. We 
quarrel with society, and rightfulty we think, if 
it dovs not give us love also; love and reverence 
and troops of friends. Who is up so high as to 


receive a gift well? We are either glad or sorry 
in the recipiency of a gift, and both emotions are 
unbecoming. Some violence I think is done, 
some degradation borne, when I rejoice or grieve 
ata gift. I am sorry when my independence is 
invaded, or when agift comes from such as do 
not know my spirit, and so the act is not sup- 
ported. And if the gift pleases me over much, 
then I should be ashamed that the donor should 
read my heart, and see that I love his commodity 
and not him. The gift to be true, must be the 
flowing of the giver unto me, correspondent to my 
flowing unto him; when the waters are at level, 
then my goods pass to him and his to me. All 
his are wine, all mine his. I say to him, How 
can you give me this pot of oil or this flagon of 
wine, when all your oil and wine is mine, which 
belief of mine this gift of yours seems to deny ? 
Hence the fitness of beautiful, not useful things 
for gifts. Touching were the lines of the sweet 
poetess on reception of bu‘ a single flower: 

** Thou beautiful thing—’twas a holy taought, 

To give me a work, which thy Maker wrought.” 

But the plain truth is, that all this system of 
giving, at the present day, is simply flat usurpa- 
tion; and therefore. when the beneficiary is un- 
grateful, as all beneficiaries hate all “ Timons,” 
not at all considering the value of the gift, but 
looking back to the greater store it was taken 
from, I rather sympathise with the beneficiary 
than with the anger of ‘‘ Lord Timon.” For the 
expectation of gratitude is mean, and is continu- 
ally punished by total insensibility. And truly 
considered, it is a great happiness to get off with- 
vut injury and heart burning from one who has had 
the ill luck to be served by you. It is very oner- 
ous business, this of being served, and the debtor 
natarally wishes togive youaslap. A golden 
text for these gentlemen is that which I so ad- 
mire in the “ Buddist,” who never thanks and 
who says, “Do not flatter your benefactors.” 
But the reason of these discords I take to be that 
there is no commensurability between a man and 
any gift. You cannot give anything to a magnan- 
imous person. After you have once served him 
he at once puts you in debt by his magnanimity. 
The service a man renders his friend is trivial and 
selfish compared with the service he knows his 
friend stood in readiness to yield him, alike be- 
fore he had begun to serve his friend and now 
also. Compared with that great “good will” I 
bear my friend, the benefit it isin my power to 
render him seems small. Besides, our action on 
each other, good as well as evil, is ever sv random 


and remote. We can seldom hear the acknow- 
ledgements of any person who would thank us for 
a benefit, without some shame and humiliation, 
for we feel it was not direct but incidental. We 
cin seldom strike a direct stroke, but must be 
content with an oblique one. I mean, we sel- 
dom have the satisfaction of yielding a direct 
benefit, which is directly received. But  rec- 
titude scatters favors all around without know- 
ing it, and receives with wonder the thanks 
of the people. ‘Truly it is pleasant ever to see 
that we cannot be bought and sold. The best of 
hospitality and of generosity is also not in the 
will but in the fate. I find that I am not: much 
to you; you do not need me—you donot feel me; 
then, { am thrust out of doors though you proffer 
me house and lands. No services are of any val- 
ue by likeness only. When I have attempted to 
join myself to others by services, it proved an in- 
tellectual trick—no more. They eat your service 
like apples, and leave you out. But love them, 
and they fee! you, and delight in you all the time. 
E. B. 
Pepperell Mass. 





Religious Exercises 
OF THE NEGROES OF THE SEA ISLANDS. 
BY MRS. FRANCES D. GAGE. 


The religious exercises of the negroes of South 
Carolina are some of them exccedingly curious. 
They are thoroughly a religious people, emotion- 
ally, and their life seems to be sustamed amid its 
trials an perplexities by an enthusiasm that puts 
to the blush the sleepy forms and cerem mies of 
a higher culture. 

Hear it iv their boat-rowing, in the fields, in 
their churches, and especially in their ‘ praise- 
house” at night, and wherever the melody of their 
souls 1s constrained to burst forth; and Jesus 
and God and heaven are the key-notes of every 
strain. They are a mournful people, too. I have 
yet to hear them sing a light or merry song, al- 
though there is often mingled with their sadness 
a spirit of exaltation and faith that is truly touch- 
ing. I never even yet hear them sing m large 
numbers that I am not moved to tears. 

Many of their melodies seem like a wail of 

anguish, as ifa crushed soul was crying up to 

Jesus from the very depths of despair. 

**T want to go home; oh, I want to go home. 
Good Lord, come for me. 

Oh, mother, I want to go home. I want to go home. 
Jesus, come for me. 

I want to go home; oh, I want to go home.” 

So sang our boat’s crew this morning, as with 





keeping time with heavy labor to their own 
muurnful music. It was the perfection of a suf- 
fering cry. 

Who composed that mournful symphony? Did 
nature, in one of her awful moods, utter that 
fearful wail through the heart of some trampled 
slave-mother, in her bitter travail, giving birth to 
slaves? Oh! it was terrible, as it swept out like 
a sobbing storm from the strong lungs of the men. 

It made my heart throb heavily, and the 
mighty wrongs of the century seemed to walk in 
solemn procession before me. Grim specters 
were they all, calling aloud for the vengeance of 
the Most High upon the oppressors of men. 

The boat’s crew caught the spirit of the song, 
and plunged their oars deeper down, and pulled 
with a strong will, as if they saw the outstretched 
arms of mother and Jesus from afar off. 

When they had finished, they were silent, and 
a se of cheer had to be spoken to break the 
spell. 

It has been often asserted that these people 
were full of joy and mirth, and never too weary 
to dance at night when their tasks were done. 
This may be explained. They havea religious 
dance which they call ashont, which is to old 
and middle-aged, and even the children, a great 
privilege. 

After a service, a Sunday or two ago, the su- 
perintendent said to the people: “ Now, friends, 
you may finish the worship of the day,in your 
own way.” 

A glow of joy spread over the whole congre- 
gation. The men nodded their heads, and the 
women courtesied, and “ thanky, massa,” came 
from fifty voices. 

Very soon an exhilarating air was struck up, 
every one joining; and standing up, they swayed 
their bodies to and fro, keeping time by bringing 
the right foot down heavily upon the floor. Like 
well-drilled soldiers, there was but one foot. The 
men, as they sang, removed the benches, and 
piled them by the sides of the room. When the 
whole center was clear, three good singers ranged 
themselves on one side, and commenced ar in- 
spiring song, at the same time bringing the palms 
of their hands together with a ringing sound, 
keeping time. Then the shout began. Two or 
three figures glided into the center of the room, 
and commenced a shuffling dance ina ring. As 
each one joined in the exercise, a question was 
asked by the singers, calling the person by name— 

“ Sister Julia, where you going ?” 

To which caine a response from all, without one 
particle of discord, 
‘* Going to Jesus.” 
“ Brother Cato, where you going ?” 
“Going to Jesus.” 

On went the whirl, till forty or fifty persons were 
following one another in this ring—some with 
eyes upturned to the ceiling, others looking down 
at the floor, but each one seemingly in a state of 
exaltation, and wholly unconscious of all earthly 
things. Occasionally, they change the tune, 
words and step; but they did not tire or stop to 
rest, except as here and there some aged or feeble 
one glided out of the circle, and another took the 
place. For two hours I watched this strange ex- 
citement. Only by some magnetic influence, some 
almost supernatural agency, could they by any 
possibility have held out so lung; yet, when I left 
they had only begun. One young woman did not 
pause an instant for the whole time. Her head 
drooped toward the floor, her arms hung as if 
lifeless by her side, great drops of perspiration 
coursed down her dark cheeks. It grew to be a 
strange, ‘veird sight, chaining your eye, and set- 
ting your own brain almost into a rotary motion. 

Where did this strange dance originate ? Is it 

arelic of their savage life, coming down from 
mother to child, through the centuries? It may 
be; for sure it is, it is unlike anything we have 
ever known among white people. 
Yet to those dark-browed children of slavery 
and sorrow, it is a joy above all joy; and the mas- 
ter could grant no higher boon than to allow a 
shout. They will walk miles to reach a gathering 
where one is to be held, and keep it up a!l night, 
if left to themselves. 

Shall we say it is not true worship ? One said to 
me, “ The Scripture tell us, Praise de Lord with 
‘le dance and de song and de clap of de band, mis- 
sis ; don’t you sho’m ?”—meanin:z, do you not see 
it. 

I have said their songs were all religious and 
mournful. So for the most part are their lives; 
though they have their moments of gayety, when 
they seem 60 be all a-flutter with fun and frolic. 
But it is on the surface. Let that cease, and 
again the mournful current takes its way, and 
murmurs onward in a dull, sluggish surge. 

Oh! merciful Father, help us to clear away the 
obstructed channels of their life-stream. Give us 
strength to bear patiently with all the ills with 
which oppression has polluted the dark waters, 
until, by the clear rapid flow of freedom, they be- 
cowe purified, and fit for the crystal cup from 
which our cultured Christianity loves to sip its 
sweetest draughts of hope and love.—Independ’t. 





Franxness.—Frankness is supposed to bea 
common virtue. It ismost uncommun. It is in- 
deed, an extraordinary thing. It requires truth, 
simplicity, love, and genuine goodn2ss. Men 
speak plainly when they do speak, but they are 
not open and free. Many speak truths very 
plainly when angry; many speak pleasant truths 
frankly. But few there are whose souls are so 
balanced in an atmosphere of love that they speak 
whatever needs to be said, te each and to all, 
plainly, gently, fully. The dearest friends live 
together for years without daring to speak things 


serve, years long, towards their children. Chil- 
dren carry untouched, unsyllabled thoughts and 
feelings that take hold of their very being.— 
Friends meet and part day by day—friends so 
true that they would almost die for each other! 
or, what is harder than this, who are willing to 
live foreach other—and never speak of things 
that each knows is passing in the other’s mind. 
It is very strange to see people come up in con- 
versation to topics that, by a tacit free masonry, 
are sacred, and without word or look, one glides 
on one side, and the other on the other side, and 
meet beyond, going down the common channel 
again. Was there ever a thoughtful, sensitive 
person that dared to be open, transparent, frank ? 
But, however this may be, there can be no doubt 
that people are not frank enough for each other’s 
good. If men knew how to speak the truth in 
love, how rich might one become! A man might 
then stand in the focus of the wisdom of his 
friends. - But, refusing to let their lights shine, 
men may grope in the partial light of their own 
wisdom, distempered by self-love. 
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strong hands they dipped their oars in the tide, 
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